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44 The Tragedy of Othello - 

Or fecde on nourifhingdifhes,or kcepe you warme, 

,Or fuc to you,to doc a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon : nay,when I hauea fuite. 

Wherein I naeane to touch your loue indeed. 

It fhall be full of poife and difficulty. 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny the’ nothing, ! 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 

Toleaueme but alittle to my fclfe. 

Dtfd Shall I deny you ? no,farewcll my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Defdometta } l , \e come to thee ftraight. 
Defti. Emtllia, come,bc it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd.WEm. 

Oth. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foule. 

But I doe loue :hee,and when I loue thee not, 

Ghaos is come againe. 

Jag , My noble Lord. 

Oth . What doeft thou fay Tago ? 
lag. D id Michael Caftio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your loue ? 

Oth. He did from firft to Iaft : — Why doeft thou askc? 
lag. But for a fatisfa&ion of my thoughts. 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Iago ? 

lag. I did not thiokc he had becne acquainted with her, , 

Oth. O yes, and went betweene vs very often. 

\ Jag. Indeed ? 

Oth. Indeed ( Indeed,difern’ft thou ought in that? 

1$ he not honeft? 

Jag. Honeftmy Lord? Oth. Honeft? I honeft*' 
Jag. My Lord, for ought I know.. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 
lag. Thinke my Lord? 

Oth. ThinkemyLord ? By heauen heecchoeJme. 

As if there werefomemonfterinhis thought: 

Too hideous to be fhewne x thou didft meane {©mething ; 

2 heard dice fay but now,thou lik’ft |not that. 
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When Caftio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfc ofwooing,thou cridft indeed? 

And didft con trad ,and puafe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft fhut vp in thy brainc, 

Some horrible counfell: ifthou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought, 

lag. My Lord,youknowI loue you. 

Oth. I thinke thou doeft, 

And for 1 know, theu art full of loue and honefty. 

And weiglieft thy words,bcfore thou giue em breath, 
Therefore thefe flops of thine affright me the more : 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickcs of cuftcmc; but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are clcfe denotements, working from the heart,, 
That paffion cannot rule. 

lag. For Michael Caftio , 

I dare prefumc,I thinke that he is honeft, 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

Jag. Men fkiould be that they feeme. 

Or thofe that be not,would they might feeme none. 

Oth. Certaine,men fhould be what they feeme, 
lag. Why then I thinke Caftio's an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preethec fpeake tome to thy thinkings : 

As thou doeft ruminate,and giue the worftofthoughr,. 
The worft of word. 

Tag. Good my Lord pardon me; 

Though I am bound to cuery ad of duty, 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why,fay they are vile and falfe; 

As where’s that pallace,whereinto ftniie things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo pure. 

But fome vndcanely apprehenfions, 

Kecpe leetes and law-clayes,and in Seffion fit 
With meditations lawfull? 

Oth, Thou doeft confpirc againft thy friend Iago, 
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